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aK KK 
Something wakens me. 
Who am I? Where 
am I? I hear the 
call of a raven and 
something tickles at 
the edge of memory. 
Light burns my closed 
eyes, but it is only 
torchlight. I can 
taste the smoke. I 
strain at the bonds 
upon me, old leather 
snapping and 
crumbling. Someone 
approaches. I can 
smell him - yes, him. 
I must wait and be 
patient. 

aK KK 
Day 5 
We uncovered a new 
set of ruins today. 
Not much is left, but 
it was apparently a 
small home of some 
sort. The site is 
rather fragile, pots 
cracking as they are 
moved, the stonework 
crumbling when 
brushed against. It 
will be challenging to 
keep the bystanders 
away. 
Day 5 
It's proving a 
difficult task to clear 
the ruins without 


making them worse. 
We found looters 
lurking around the 
site and have had to 
post guards. It looks 
more and more like 
this place dates back 
to the days of 
Mondain. Would 
that we could find 
something intact! 
Day 6 
We awoke this 
morning to find one 
of the guards dead. 
His throat had been 
ripped out. We've 
sent out a scouting 
party to find the 
wolves responsible and 
to put the beasts 
down. 
aK KK 
I still cannot 
remember. All I 
know is this searing 
hunger that rips at 
my very being, 
constantly demanding 
to be satisfied. I 
heard a kindred spirit 
nearby and bade it 
come to my aid. The 
meat was still warm 
and the blood fresh. 
I was too weak to eat 
much, simply sucking 
on the meat for the 
blood still within it. 
I hear digging and 
wonder when this 
small room will be 
fully unearthed and 
whether or not I will 
be hunter or prey 
when the time comes. 
aK EK 
Day 8 
Another guard was 


killed last night, his 
throat torn out like 
the first. Shortly 
after finding him the 
scouts returned with 
five wolf hides. 
Hopefully there will 
be no further 
incidents. I belive 
there is a small 
chamber lying 
underground in the 
"back’ of this house. 
Perhaps it is a cellar 
of some sort. We 
have been hesitant to 
dig through for fear 
of collapsing the place. 
Day 9 

My fears about 
collapse were true. 

We awoke this 

morning to finda 
section caved in. 
Apparently some 
looters attempted to 
garner items. How 
they got past the 
guards I do not know, 
but the damage is 

done. I am not sure 
whether or not to 
persist in the digging, 
but I feel drawn to 
continue, although 
cautiously. 

Day 10 

I'm sure this is 
irrelevant, but I 
dreamed of the site 
last night, but it was 
not ruins. Rather, it 
was fully restored and 
the most beauteous of 
women made it her 

home. My fancy has 
taken hold of me, I'm 
certain, for she seemed 
so real ... and when I 


awoke I swore the be 
next to me was warm. 
Ravens circled her 
"home’ and I would 
swear that she could 
talk to them. 

KKK KKK 
The ravens have 
continued to feed me 
and I feel strength 
returning. They 
mostly bring berries 
and seeds, but 
occasionally bits of 
rabbit and such from 
the children of the 
wilds. I can smell 
the men close by, just 
to the other side of 
the hole in the 
earthen wall through 
which the children 
bring me food. One 
of them feels drawn 
to this place. I tried 
to talk to him, to 
reach out to him, but 
passed out from the 
exertion necessary to 
do so. I will try 
again soon. His 
feelings are quite 
strong and passionate 
for his work and they 
sustain me when the 
food the ravens bring 
does not 


EEEE ELET 
Day 12 

We've finally a nice 
assortment of pottery, 
mostly vases and cups, 
from her home. 

We've found some 
leather working tools, 
although I do not 
think she made use of 
them. Some bead 


necklaces were also 
found in what we 
believe was her 
sleeping area. She, I 
just noticed that I am 
now referring to the 
site as the home of 
the woman I dreamed 
of and have been 
dreaming of. Not 
very professional of 
me, I suppose. I have 
roped off the cellar 
area so that none may 
disturb it. There is 
something special 
there - I can feel it. 
Day 15 
We unearthed some 
sort of burial chamber, 
I think. It was off 
to the west of the 
house, set back near 
the trees and was full 
of ossified bones. 
Perhaps it was a 
charnel house of some 
sort. Lia's home is 
starting to take shape 
as well. Don't ask 
me why I think of it 
as Lia's; the name 
came to me in my 
sleep. Lianna. I've 
not told the others 
about my most recent 
dream; it would be far 
too embarrassing to 
share, for it was not 
exactly one for public 
exposition, but rather 
a more private and 
erotic one that 
actually brought forth 
a reaction from my 
body that needed to be 
cleaned up when I 
woke. 

aK EK EK 


His name is Nathan. 
I was able to touch 
his mind last night 
and fill it with 
myself, touching upon 
all his darkest dreams 
and desires. His 
emotional state was 
almost as filling as 
the food the children 
of the wild bring to 
me. I have 
remembered my name 
as well, whispering it 
to him a few days 
ago. Lianna. Lianna 
Cormorant. From his 
mind I have learned 
that I have been 
asleep for over 500 
years. While I fed 
from Nathan's 
emotions another name 
came to me. Taran. 
I fear when the name 
rose within my mind 
it pushed Nathan into 
ecstasy and I nearly 
drowned myself in his 
release. I was not 
prepared for it. I 
will have to be more 
careful next time. 

EEEE EEEE 
Day 20 
I ave sent the guards 
away. The wolves 
are not a problem. 
The team argued with 
me but I do not want 
them disturbing Lia's 
rest. One of them 
found a small shaft 
that led into the 
cellar and tried to dig 
it open. I nearly had 
heart failure. The 
team is upset with 
my obsessive behaviour 


over the cellar, too. I 
told them I had a feel 
for the place and that 
I would concentrate on 
it while they finished 
cataloguing the rest 
of the house. I 
cannot share her with 
them. They would 

not understand. 

Day 25 

We are nearly 

finished now. I have 
decided to leave the 
cellar closed up, 
deeming it too 
dangerous to excavate 
at this time. The 
team is unhappy with 
my decision, but is 
abiding by it. Luck 
was with me when 
another small section 
caved in and one of 
the diggers broke a 
leg. It only supported 
my decision to leave 
the cellar undisturbed. 
We have two pack- 
horses full of relics; 
they have no reason to 
feel the dig was 
unsuccessful. Lia, I 
will return to you in 
a few nights and then 
we shall be together. 


